Is kecyer of the keys.
Puce 'a the year it opens,
At the solemn midnight hour,
TWken the children sleep, and the old clocks

keep
Awake in the tall church tower.

iAnd then, s it swings on its hinges,
Whoever might peer inside
“Would catch a glimpse of the centuries
That behind in the silence hide
Egypt and Rome and Tyre,
All in that mythical place
Where the old years rest that were once pos-

sessed
By the wonderful human race

*he shadowy door swings open,
And a pilgrim enters in,
Bowed with a twelve-months’ struggle
In this world of strife and sin.
Waflt him a farewell greeting!
He will pass no more this way—
“This weary year who must disappear
in the haven of yesterday.

T'he door atill swingeth open,
Aad outwari snother comes,
With a stir of banners and bugles
And the brat of friendly drums;
His hands are fuil of beauty—
The clusier, the song, the sheaf,
“The snow-flake's wing, and the budding spring,
And the foam on the created reef.

“T'his is the New Year, darlings,
Oh! baste to give him cheer.
©Ouly the Father knoweth
The whole of his errand here.
“This is the New Year. darlings;
A year for work and play,
For doing our test, and for trusting the rest
To the Maker of night and day.
~—Margaret E. Sangster, in Harper's Young

ER, her pretty
face glowing
with exercise,
was riding
home, her lap
full of pack
ages which she had purchased at the
wountry store six miles distant.

It was the last day of Dzcem ber, and
@ lovely afternoon. There was mno
snow on the prairies of southern Kan-
sas tc welcome in the New Year to be-
gin on the morrow. Cattle fed on the
wild grass, and red biras flitted glee-
fully among the sunflower stalks that
dined the roadside.

Suddenly Bessie became aware of the
mpproach of a horseman across the
pruirig to her sight. Something in the
manner of his riding told her who it
was, and a warm flush spread itself
over her fair face.

‘“iood morning, Bessie,” he greeted
her, reining his horse in by the side of
her pony, and looking the love which
he could not conceal.

“*Good morning, Tom,"” she returned,
somewhat confused under his beaming
gaze—'I—1 mean Mr. Hartley,” she
quickly corrccted herself.

*Let it be ‘Tom,’ as it used to be,” he
Pleaded.

*If it wasn't for that old fuss,” she
weturned

*“*Bother that old fuss! We needn’t
keep that up between us if our dads
-do,” he laughed. *‘*There’s no sense in
it, and it's time they turned that old
leaf down. But if they don't it's New
Year's to-morrow, Bessie, and we’ll be-
gin n Dew one on our own account.
I'm bound to win you."”

But the girl's face looked uneasy,
-and she strove to change the subject.

**When did you get home, Mr. Hart-
Jdoy?"

“Oaly this morning, Miss Fowler,”
‘Iaitating her formality. *And behold
Jwow I am repaid for my devotion
‘Hang the ‘Mr. Hartley!"”

“Oh, Tom!"

““That sounds better, if the tone were
wonly more cheerful. See here! I'm
:going to ride back with you to Big
/Elm, and have a talk with your
n‘h?c-"

Bassie, knowing her father as she
did. might have warned Tom of the
mselessness of such an interview. But
#he was so0 haodsome, so much im-
proved by the two years spent in a
morthern ceollege, from which he had
Jjust returned: then what girl does not
poasess sufficient faith in her lover to
Believe him capable of accomplishing
whatever he undertakes, even to the
satorming of an obdurate parent’s
heart?

So, side by side, the young couple
wode away togut!er toward Big Elm,
an isolated country post office, kept by
Beasie's father. Here, twice a week,
the scattered settlers and cattlemen of
that region received their mail, which
was carried from a little railway
station thirty-seven miles to the east

Tom [Hartley, a handsome, manly
fellow of twenty-four. just home from
a good college, was the son of a pros-

ranchman, who lived nearly
«<ight miles from Big Elm. Time had

Itis a very small thing which may
plant the perverse seeds of discord in
hearts that have long been united
Hartley wasa man of quick temper
and had warmly de nied the charge. A
quaarrel had followed, and the families
once so friendly were soon separsted
by a bitter estrangement.

Once, however, after he had cooled
down and went over the business
transaction carefunlly, Hartley saw the
mistake, which was one of only a few
dollars. He had hastened to Fowler
to right the error, but the postmaster
had cbstinately refused to accept any
apology or amendment. Too proud to
sue again for a reconciliation, Hartley
had walked away with an irjured air.
A three years’ estrangement had
followed.

The postmaster of Big Elm was
watching from the window of his cabin
as the young couple rode into the yard
and halted.

**Say, mother,” he cried, with sudden
excitement, ‘‘ain’t that young Tom
Hartley out there with Bess?”

Kind-faced Mrs. Fowler looked over
her husband’s shoulder from the win-
dow and surveyed the handsome young

fellow who was in the act of assisting
Bessie to dismount.

*“*Why, I do believe it is Tom,"” she re-
tarned. ‘““‘How handsome he's grown
to be!™

‘“Handsome, the dickens!” and he
strode toward the door angrily. “I'll
pay him for his impudence in ridin’
with our Bess.”

Flinging the door open he faced Bes-
sie’s escort with an angry flash in his
eyes.

“I don't ask any odds of any Hart-
ley,” he said, gruffly, brushing Tom
aside. *“I can help my own gal off her
pony.”

*Father!” mildly remonstrated Mrs.
Fowler from the doorway.

ging Bess from her saddle. “Now youn
go in the cabin and stay there, Bess,
and you,” to Tom, "‘get on your beast
and ride back to your dad's ranch. I
ain't goin®’ to have you hangin’ 'round
here, fillin' my gal's head full o' non-
sense."

Bess staggered into her mother’s
arms, and hid her burning face on that
sympathetic breast. Tom Hartley’s in-
dignation was aroused against the old
man, but by a great effort he con-
trolled himself to speak calmly:

“‘See here, Mr. Fowler, what's the
sense in letting your old misunder-
standing with father separate Bessie
and me? I love her truly,and I believe
I could make her very happy,” Tom
went on, fearlessly. *“It's New Year's
to-morrow, and I think you and father
had better bury that old fuss and be
friends again. He's willing if you are.
It would make Mrs. Fowler and
motker happy, I know. Come, begin
the New Year with all the old dis-
putes and dislikes cast away, and let
Bessie and me enjoy an unclouded hap-
piness.”

“New Year's be hanged!” replied
Fowler, admiring Tom Hartley's spirit,
although he was resolved to be unre-
lenting. **You can tell your father I
ain't willing to make up if he is. I
ain’t forgot all he said, and 1'd just as
lief begin my calendar of the New
Year with that old fuss as with any-
thing else. Ride on, and don’t come
back to Big Elm any more. You can't
have Bess, and you're not needed here,”
and, pushing his wife =nd daughter into
the cabin, he shus the door almost in

“I mean it!” he went on, rudely drag- | -

Tom's face.

Stinging with indignation, the young
fellow mounted his horse and rode |
away. As he passed the window he
had a brief glimpse of pretty Bess ery- !
ing her dark eyes red on her mother’s
shoulder. The sight almost maddened
bim, and he felt disposed to ride back,
force an entrance, and carry her away
from ‘‘that unreasonable ogre,” her
father.

“But who knows?’ he communed
with himself. ‘‘The New Year may
bring about sometbing for Bessie and
me. No need to make the fuss worse,
if I haven't done so already. Maybe
the old man will cool cff a little. I'll
wait and see,” and he rode on.

Then he began calling his father and
the postmaster at Big Elm rather un-
pleasant names for being so foolish as
to allow a slight mistake to cause such
a disruption of friendship. Why
couldn't folks exercise more sense,
more dispassion in the affairs of busi-
ness? It would save so much trouble
if they only would.

The sun had set. Darkness was set-
tling over the prairie, and the stars
were beginning to appear here and
there in the blue vault above him. But,
unheeding the lateness, Tom Hartley
rode on, he cared not where. He was
in no mood to go home, and, as a kind
of reac¢tion of the condemnation he had
been showering out, his heart became
heavy, and he began to entertain ap-
prehensions of his ever being able to
win Bessie Fowler.

It was growing chilly, so he spurred
his horse into a reckless gallop. This
rate of travel suited him better, and he
let the spirited animal go as fast as he
pleased.

They had just entered some low,
woody bluffs along a stream, when the
horse caught one of its forefeet in a
deep rut and stumbled, flinging its rider
violently to the rocky ground.

Frightened at its own mishap, the
horse extricated himself and went tear-
ing off across the prairie, leaving its
master where he had fallen

Tom Hartley was too stunned to
move for several minutes. When he
did at last attempt to rise he realized
that his right arm was badly sprained.

But congratulating himself on hav-
ing escaped worse injury, he started
toward the stream, resolved to refresh
himself with a sup of water, then hur-
ry to the ranch, where he knew the re-
tarn of his horse withoutits rider would
create alarm.

He was picking his way around a
bluff when voices suddenly attracted
his attention.

Two men were earnestly engaged in
conversation not ten feet from where
he halted.

He was about to pass on when he
bheard them pronounce a certain name.
This dotermined him to listen, and,
slipping into a dark niche of the biuff,
Tom" Hartley overheard the following

dialogue:
“So Old Fowler never mistrusted the
wasn't O. K?

“No, I worked itslick. Yousee be
owes Mr. Gray for money loaned him
to pay off his mortgage, and when 1
told him that Gray wanted to see him
at once on important business, 'he
racked right out on his pony
asking me another question.”

“Then there's nobody at Big Elm but
the old woman and gal?” ,
“um alL It‘l‘l.mold Mﬂ
by that time we’ll have Shat registered

letter in our own pawa™

“How did you find out Old
bad s registerdd letter at Big Elm?”
*From his cow puncher, Rum Char-
ley. We're good friends, and T met
Charley as he was riding back from
Big Elm this afterncon. He was
kigh at Old Fowler for mot

Fowler said

hands except Tompson’s own. He
wouldn’t accept Rum Charley’s receipt
for it, and that's what made him so
mad. It's an important letler, contain-
in’ one thousand dollars from Hepley's
bank in payment of a check old Tomp-
son had there.”™

““Maybe Old Tompson will post right
over to Big Elm this evenin’ for his
letter.”

“‘Bother, man! Old Tompson’s away
from the ranch and won't be home for
two days. I got everything straight
from Charley. A half pint of brandy
in my pocket did the work. The
money’s at Big Elm, Old Fowler's on
his way to Gray’s, and all we've got to
do is to help ourselves.”

““But what if the women give us
trouble?”

**We'll wait till they’re in bed, before
we raid the post office. I know the
ground well. 1t'll be easy enough, but
if Bess and the old woman give us
bother, I know how to silence them.
Come on over tothe cabin, Pete. We’ll
need something to brace us up. The
night’s gettin’ cold.”

So the plotters walked away, leaving
Tom to digest as well as he could what
he had heard.

**The post office to be robbed!” he
repeated to himself, as he crept
cautiously away from the bluff. “Fow-
ler summoned off by a false message,
and Bessie and her mother alone! He
told me I wasn’t needed at Big Elm,

thim that something must be wromg.
Jumping from his horse, he flung the
door wide open; and stood ]

Tom Hartley, with his right arm in a
sling, sat on a table, which had been

chester stood beside him. Strange,
mutiered curses came from the cellar.

*“Tom Hartley! You here?” cried the

ter, his speech.

“Yes; I thought I was needed, soI
came,” Tom answered.

“What does it mean? I feared some-
thing was e

*‘Some villains tried to rob the post
office. but I have them trapped.” and
Tom pointed significantly toward the
cellar.

In as few words as he conld use Tom
related to Fowler how he had over-
heard the plot, and how he had hast-
ened to the cabin and prepared things
for the reception of the robbers, send-
ing them headlong through the trap-
door the minute they had entered
through the window.

*“Tom,” and the old man’s voice was
husky as he grasped Tom’s left hand,
““you've saved us. 1 haven't words to
thank you. Bat it's all right. See!”
and he pointed to the old clock on the
wall. It was ready to strike twelve,
the midnight hour. *‘“The Old Year’s
dying; let the old fuss die with it.”

“Amen!” said Tom and Bess together,
as their hands joined.

And the old bitterness passed out
with the Old Year, and the dawn of the
New smiled npon the revival of the old
friendly feeling between the Hartleys
and the Fowlers.

The robbers were turned over to the

proper authorities, and the Hartleys

LATING THE PLOT TO ROB THE POST OFFICE.

but I rather think [ am now, andas I'm
nearly five miles away I haven't a min-
ute to spare,” and, despite the pain in
his arm, Tom walked briskly away
across the prairie.

He recogmnized in the leader of the
plotters Dave Mowley, a new settler of
questionable character, who had a
small cabin near those bluffs. By some
few persons he was secretly suspected
of having some connection with an out-
law gang of Indian Territory; but he
had managed to keep up a semblance
of respectability by working part of
his time for Gray, a wealthy stockman,
some twenty miles from Big Elm.

“Mowley has appeared in his true
character at last,” Tom remarked, as
be hurried along toward Fowler’s cabin
“But I'll foil him."”

Then he remembered his injured
right arm. He could not use his revol-
ver easily with his left hand. What was
he to do?

*I'll prove a poor match against those
two villains, my arm this way,” he
said. *‘There’s not a house along this
trail where I can stop for help, and it's
too far to go home and tellthem. The
least delay now is dangerous. I must
save Bessie or die in the attempt.™

Bessie Fowler was putting out the
light, preparatory to retiring, when a
gentle rap on the window-pane startled
her.

“Oh, Tom! What's the matter?”

**Hush! Don't alarm your mother
yet. Let me into the kitchen at once.”

She quickly complied. As she closed
the door behind him, she cried:

“Oh, Tom! Is something wrong with
father?”

““He's all right. I believe, only gone
on a false errand.”

“False errand! What do you mean,
Tom?"

“No matter. Is there a valuable let-
ter in the post office for Ranchman
Tompson?"” he asked.

“Yu"

‘““You must be brave, Bessie, and help
me. Mowley and another wvillain will
make a raid on the post office to-night
to get possession of it,” and he briefly
related the plot of the robbers whom
he had overheard.

“What can we do?” said the girl,
with white face. “We're so far from
all aid, and your arm huart that way—"

““Never fear, Bessie; we'll baffle
them some way. Let us go into the
post officee I want to take some
notes.”

The post office of Big Elm was kept
in a room which had once been used
as the Fowler kitchen. A long table
surmounted with a box divided off into
rude pigeon holes for holding the mail
stood in one corner. The table had one
large drawer, which contained the
postal supplies and all valuable letters
coming to or leaving the office.

The room had only one window,
while just beneath it waa a large trap-
door, leading into the cellar. Tom re-
celved an idea.

locked?

came over to Big Elm to celebrate the
reconciliation by partaking of a good
old-fashioned New Year's dinner with
the postmaster's family.

“Accordin’ to my thinking,” said
Fowler, carving the wild turkey
browned to a turn, *‘folks who keep
nursing old fusses throws away lots of
golden time to do good to each other.”

Ap. H. GiBsox.

POOE PROSPFECTS.

“Why not be &= good boy all this
week, Robbie?”

*“*Twon’t pay, sis. Didn't I hear
papa tell mamma Christmas had flat-
tened out his pocketbook so'st he
couldn’'t do much in the way of New
Year's presents? So what's the use

‘q inI ?'I .

THE OPENING YEAR.

Your hand, New Year, since we must comrades
be

Through the strange circles of the seasons four!
Plodding in lonely paths 'mid drifting snow
When days are dark, snd whirling tempestis
TOAr,
Will your strong guiding arm be 'round me
?

And when the ice bars melt, and warm blue
streams

Laugh in the sun, and leap towsard the sea,

Will you. then, share my happy spring time
dreams—

The waking songs that birds and poets know?

And when red roses burn on bended sprays,

And lovers roam through sbadowy woodland

win ::u”'w kindly pace? And last when
mﬂg flelds, and faded Ieaves come
o e
mm:?wm and heart, dear comrade

year.
—Madeline S. Bridges, in Ladies’ Home Journal

- Batweon thé Years.
A minuta's pasuse, while o'er the face* of nigh
A solemn silence reigns, and far and near
A million tongues are hushed, ere wings b'

17
'lh‘:f:rllot the old and dying year.

A moment's pause, and on the city's heart

A pall has fallen, and a muffisd beil
Proclaims the bour of miduight as the dart

Of Time descends—then dies the old year's

Then, cianging wildly to the listening ear,
From spire and stesple comes the joyous peal
Of bells that welocome¥n the infant year,
Fraught with the wish of hbappiness and weal;
And, ere the shades of night again descend,
The spoken wish has passed from friend to

~Walter Sedwin, in Once s Week.

—Maid Servant—*“Professor! oh, pro
femsor! just think, I have swallowed
s pin™ Absent-Minded Professor—

“Never mind, here is amolher gpe. "
Fliagende Blatter.

at

THE PRESIDENT'S THEORY.
Why Frotection Has Defoated the Repub-
3 Hean Party. '

There has naturally been a good deal
of curiosity as to the president’s theory
of the result of the election. This curi-
osity is now gratified by the publicstion
of the following extract from the let-
ter which Mr. Harrison recently wrote
to ex-Gov. Cheney, of New Hampshire,
in g him of his’ selection as
minister to Switzerland:

*]I was a leader imprisoned, and, save from
the little visit to Mr. Reid, I knew or thought
but little about it. Prctection has failed be-
cause the wage-earner has refused to share his

shelter with the manufacturer. He would not
even walk under the same umbrella.™

Mr. Harrison rather prides himself
upon his capacity for phrase-making,
and he doubtless considers this um-
brella simile one of his happiest hits in
that line. We are glad to be able to
say that we entirely agree with the
president in his analysis of the causes
of the result. It is, in our opinion, ab-
solutely correct.

The theory of McKinley protection is
that the manufacturer draws money
from the taxpayers of the country for
the purpose of distributing it among
his employes. According to this theory
the aim of the system is to secure for
the wage-earner higher wages than he
could otherwise get, these higher
wages being paid him by the manu-
facturer as the agent of the govern-
ment. In other words, protection is
designed to afford “'shelter” to the em-
ploye through the interposition of a
benevolent manufacturer. This is evi-
dently Mr. Harrison’s understanding of
the theory on which the McKinley law
was framed, and the president inter-
prets the theory correctly.

When the president says that “‘the
wage-earner has refused to share his
shelter with the manufacturer,” and
that *‘he would not even walk under
the same wumbrella,” he attempts to
state epigrammatically the prosaic
fact that the employe has rejected the
whole theory of protection and doas
not want to hear any more of it
Ever since Mr. Cleveland sent his fa-
mous message to congress five years
ago the wage-earner has been consider-
ing this subject. He has had preached
to him, in the most eloquent language.
the beauties of this theory that his em-
ployer stands to him in the relation of
a beneficent divinity, who is devoted
first of all to the interests of his em-
ployes and whose constant aim is to
give them the largest possible share of
the money which the government takes
from the people at large and gives him
for the purpose of soch distribation.
He has had five years to consider the
soundness of the theory and to observe
the practical workings of the system,
in his own case and in a multitude of
others. -

He has pondered upon the famous
“fat” eircular, in which a *‘republican
United States senator” was quoted as
authority for the statement that ‘“‘the
manufacturers get practically the sole
benefit of the tariff laws,” and that
they “make large .fortunes every
year.” He had seen the largest of
these fortunes made by the greatest of
these manufacturers, and then has
noted how this theoretically benefi-
cent divinity reduced the wages of his
Homestead employes in order to main-
taio the regular seale of his own prof-
its. He has observed, as Mr. Powder-
ly remarked in his North American
Review article, that in discussions on
the tariff laws in congress it was
never advanced as a reason why they
should be passed that capital wonld be
protected—the argument always was
that “’laborshould be protected;” and he
has reached Mr. Powderly’s coneclusion
that, while *‘our government has en-
acted protective legislation in the in-
terest of labor,” it ‘‘quiescently allows
the maoufacturer to absorb the bulk
of protection.” And because of all
this he has decided that the theory is
wrong, and that he does not want any
more of it.

Protection has failed because its
alleged beneficiaries have made up
their minds that they were not bene-
fited. They had been taught that this
was a ‘‘government of the people, by
the people, for the people.” The at-
tempt rwas made to persuade them
that the McKinley theory of a govern-
ment of the manunfacturer, by the
manufacturer, for the wage-earner,
would be an improvement upon the
Lincoln ideal. They have tried it, and
they have decided that *‘it will not
work.” They do not want any more
**shelter” of this sort.

The failure of protection, which Mr.
Harrison confesses, has always been
inevitable. It was only necessary that
the attention of the people should be
concentrated upon the matter to insure
such a verdict as has been rendered.
The radical trouble with the theory on
which it was based is that it offends
common sense. The idea that thej
Carnegies ought to be the sourze of
“shelter” to the wage-earners, and
that the interest of the wage-earners
would be their chief concern, was too
much for human nature long to stand.
1t has failed, and it can never be re-
vived.—N. Y. Post.

THE PLAN OF REFORM.

Democrats Will Decrease Dutles to In-
creass Revenues.

The attempt is made in some quar-
ters to create the impression that dif-
ferences of opinion have already arisen
between Mr. Cleveland and his party
over the plan of tariff reform. No such
differences exist. All democrats are
now agreed that a general reform bill
should be introduced as soon as possi-
ble after the assembling of the con-
gress elect and urged to passage at
once. The plan of separate reform
bills has served its purpose. When the
democrats control both houses there is
no further occasion for separate hills.

There is no question, either, between
Mr. Cleveland and his party as to per-
eentages. All are agreed that a demo-
cratic tariff must yield the largest pos-
sible revenue with the least possible
restriction. As the Reed congress in-
creased duties to lower the revenue, so
democrats will decrease duties to in-
crease the revenue.

While some demoecrats and most ed-
ucated people who have no special in-
terest in restrictive taxation believe
in the theory of free trade, there are
some democrats who believe in a high-
er tariff - for the present than others
are willing to admit as justifiable. But
there will be mo division on this ac-
count. The demand of the finaneial
as of the political situatiom is for the
abolition of prohibitive and restrictive
duties; for s revision which will re-
duce all duties to the revenune basis

— e . el

in the tariff low enough to suit
lower than in thirty years.—St. Louis
RBepublic. :
REPUBLICAN MULISHNESS.
Fuaaticism of the Repudiated McKia

leyites.

Some of the prominent leaders of the
republican party assert that their or
ganization does not to swerve
a hair’s breadth from the it has
adopted respecting McKinleyism, but
that it is going to wait to take advan-
tage of the inevitable reaction which
must set in. There is a fine flavor of
consistency in this position; but it ex-
hibits in a striking manner the want of
political sagaeity on the part of those
who take it. There are some things
toward which a reaction can never set
in. We are not aware that when the
slaves were freed there wes a reaction
in favor of slavery. In fact it has
been our belief that the anti-slavery
feeling has all the time increased in
intensity, and that it would have been
more and more impossible, as time
went on, for public opinion to have re-
acted against this one great meritor-
ious proceeding on the part of the
then representatives of the republican

Wz think the same remark woull
hold true concerning McKinleyism. If
within the next 30 years a radical
change is made in our tariff system,
and has given to it the opportunity for
practical realization, the effect upon
the country will be to ask for more
changes. Instead of erying out fora
restoration of McKinleyism that policy
will be held in greaterdetestation than
ever before. We say this with all con-
fidence, for the reason that
here and elsewhere fully justifies the
statement. The tariff of 1846, our al-
leged free-trade tariff, was much more
popularin 1850 and the years following
than it was at the time it was enacted

When Sir Robert Peel succeeded in
abolishing the corn tax and other pro-
tective taxes in England, he had in his
support bat an exceedingly meager ma-
jority of the representatives in parlia-
ment, and it is questionable whether a
general vote in the country wonld have
accorded to him a popular majority.
But after a short experience of the
tremendous benefits that resulted from
freer trade exchange, the English
manufacturers and merchants and the
wage eamers of all kinds instantly
realized that the change proposed had
been of great advantage, and that to
go back to the old order of things
would lead to inevitable loss.

Considering that more than half of
what was the republican party is open-
ly or secretly dissatisfied with MeKin-
leyism, agd that the rebuke of 1890 has
been reaffirmed in 1892, it wonuld be
good party policy for the republican
leaders to endeavor, by abandoning
false positions, to put themselves in
a condition to appeal successfully to
the voters of this coontry. 1f, how-
ever, they wish to remain bourbons,
to face the sunset, and permit others
to gain the advantage arising from
new opportunities, that is their look-
out. So far as the democratic leaders
are concerned, they have no cause for
regret at finding their political rivals
s0 completely blinded by prejudice.—
Boston Herald.

OPINIONS AND POINTERS.

| ——Cleveland's official plurality in

New York is 45,449. Republicans have
concluded not to contest.—St Paul
Glooe.

——*“The tariff law is now old enough
to talk for itself,” said Mr. McKinley
the day before election. And how it
dia talk!—Chicago Times.

When Mr. Cleveland becomes
president again he will find that there
are 24,133 more officeholders than there
were when he left the white house in
1889.—Chicago Herald.

——Cleveland carried California by a
plurality of 153 over Harrison—count-
ing the highest vote for an elector om
either ticket. The lowest candidate
for elector on the democratic ticket is
defeated by the highest on the repub-
lican ticket. Harrison's plurality four
years ago was over 7,000. California is
all right—almost.—N. Y. World

——The republicans seem bound to
leave the democrats nothing to receipt
for when they assume charge of the
United States treasury. It is some
time since the victors so efficacionsly
cleaned up the spoils as did the present
administration. If they’ll only leave
clean balances, however, Mr. Cleve-
land is amply able to look out for the
future. He has demonstrated his finan-
cial ability before.—Chicago Times.
= ——During the last twenty years the
bLnjted States has given away hun-
dreds of thousands of farms to set-
tlers. In the same time the rents of
English farms have been 385,000,000
more than the value of the produce.
Yet the republican party has not alto-
gether given up its attempt to persuade
the American farmer that his greater
prosperity over that of the British
farmer is due to McKinleyism!—Albany
Argus.

——Mr. Cleveland, sppealing straight
to the people, in the plain language
which the people recognize as their
own,-has been heard with joy in every
corner of the lJand. He promises them
to do his ntmost to bring the conduct
of their government back to that sim-
plicity and economy of its founders
which have always been the o of
their reverence. In his mouth *‘Jef-
fersonian simplicity” is something
more than a catchword—it i= a pledge
and o publiec ereed.—N. Y. Post.

——The democratic sensatorial steer-
ing committee has decided to let the
knavish republican plots work them-
selves out in Montana, Wyoming, Kan-
sas and Nebraska. A mine will be ex-
ploded under the conspirators at the
proper time, and the farther they are
allowed to go with their plot, short of

practices of thrift must not be thwarted

Democrats may not svoceed at omee
, 'l‘m - 0 .
them, but they will certainly get it

Endon.' kidney or nervous trouble, use the
itters withous deiay. Giveita fair trial,
as it preserves.

s 3
DinLixe—*“Why did you leave
platform, Larkin?’ Larkin—"“Welll was
egged on to that step.""—Life, .
Ir isn’t the man whe blows most who'
Ilcl;gslw-hnh raise the wind.—Cape

WaENa boy is smart there is aquestion
whetber he gets it from her folksor hispeo-
ple.—Atchison Globe.

e
Couvems AND Hoansexzss —The irritation
which induces e
lhngnilguaot “ Brown's Bronchial Troches.™
Bold in boxes.

Sl

A GREAT ";__ to sot the Is
ml.-du:::lm wtllt Mhuwam
calf —.nm:c_l_::hu Globe
Womzx never stutter. When they wani
totbgm say ‘‘yes” withou® a stammer.
—N. O. Picayune.
you mﬂma bilious or troubled
. vham's Pills sfford

with siok hmhnbﬂoenhln
immediate relief. Of druggista. 35 centa.

Prorre who wu; the mhotofboin
often have to go down into the mud with it

Dox't Wheeze and cough when Hale's
Honey of Horehound and will cure.
Pike’s Toothache Drops Curein one minnte.

SootaTy Chis-Chat —She—“So you are no
lIx:inrnr abroad?” He—“Er-No. Are youl”"—
e.

Fere Admission Tickets to tho World's
Fair are being offered by the Chicago Scale
Company. Bend

Nor necessarily after
who goes out for a lark.—Brooklyn Eagle.

by the granting of advantages toone |
citizen denied _

= Kittie Fox of | » haven, VE.
““When my daughter Kitty was about threg
years old, Eczema or Salt Rheum appeared on

~yerface. Ititohed sobadly she would

Scratch till it Bled

We had seven or eight doctors, without the
least shadow of bemefit, When Kitty had
taken half a bottle of

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

She was better, snd when she had taken 13§
bottles she was perfectly cured and has shown

No 8ign of 8alt Rheum

For almost four years. Her skin is now as fafr
and clear asany child's in town.” Wi, Fox,
Williams Slate Mantel Works, Fair Haven, VL.

HooD s PiLLS are the best afterdinner Pills,
saaist digestion, cure headsche and billousnoss.

Scott’s Emulsion

of cod-liver oil presen
fect food—palatable,

E:gr of assimilation, and

izer; these are
to those who

are losin
igth. e combina-
tion of pure cod-liver oil,
the greatest of all fat pro-
ducing foods, mtg Hypo-

h ites, vides a re-
?nag'skpable prt: for Quick
Flesh Building in all ail-
ments that are associated
with loss of flesh.

Do Tk Botd by oir Craamam




